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One 


Author's Notes: 

My first story here, the first story about Carach Angren here, | guess. 

| planned on a second smutty chapter with Dennis Ẹ Ivo, but | guess | have to be in a certain mood to write 
smexy things (; 

| definitely keep it in mind though! 


"'m hungryyy.", Dennis claimed as he stumbled outside the backstage area of tonight's venue. 

He instantly began to shiver in cold and snuck up on the younger one of the Wijers brothers. 

"Hungry", he stated again before clenching on lvo's leather jacket. 

"Oh my, you're a pain the ass when you're drunkl’, lvo shook his head in disbelief and stuffed a cigarette into 
Dennis' mouth as he opened it again, maybe to say that he was hungry or something. 

Clemens was talking to a pretty woman some steps aside. He muttered something like "Idioten" and turned 
towards his band members with a frown on his face after his brother tapped his shoulder lightly. 

"What do you want from me?", he asked - obviously a bit annoyed - and Dennis lit his cigarette to take a sip, 
then took it between his fingers to have his mouth free to speak again: "Huuungryyy!" 

Clemens rolled his eyes, snitched Dennis‘ cigarette out of his hand and used it again to keep him silent. 


"Mhmgryy.", Dennis mumbled with the cigarette between his lips. 

Ivo and Clemens both sighed deeply. 

"How many beers did you already have?", Clemens wanted to know as he zipped his jacket closed. 

"Mhm", Dennis wasn't able to remember obviously, "Maybe. not enough!" 

He giggled like a little girl. 

"Maybe too much", corrected Ivo and put his arm around Dennis' shoulders to keep him from stepping onto 
the street as they walked farther into the city. 

His steps were kind of insecure and he was still shaking. And sometimes, Ivo didn't even know what to think 
about Dennis walking dangerously near a heavily travelled street. He always kept thinking he was just drunk and 
thoughtless. But almost to a point where it seemed careless and maybe it would not be too far from being on 
purpose if he. 

"Where's that fucking Pizza Hut?", Dennis groaned and almost fell off the sidewalk. Ivo grabbed him just in time 
and shoved him away from the street. 

"Stay between us", he grumbled. Next time maybe each of the brothers would just grab one of Dennis' arms 
and carry him between them. 

"So. Are you sure there is something like Pizza Hut in this city?", Clemens looked up from his phone. 

He seemed to be texting non-stop and Ivo knew that he sent messages to that girl outside the venue. 

Some kind of dirty messages, he could bet on it. 

"| want pizza", Dennis claimed and giggled once more. 

Finally Ivo found at least a cheap Italian restaurant and prayed to any gods available that they served pizza. 
But then, what kind of Italian restaurant would not serve pizza? Ivo grabbed Dennis‘ arm and dragged him up 
the stairs to the front door. 

As he pulled the door knob, the door was closed. 

"Kut!", he cursed but Dennis freed himself to stumble to the left side of the building where there was a 
window opened. 

A smiling man with dark hair and dark eyes stood inside the opening and the warm smell of fresh pizza filled 
the cold air. 

"Pizza to go", Clemens read the sign above the sidewalk sale. He shrugged and opened his purse. "Three slices of 
pizza, please", Clemens ordered. 

Dennis squeaked: "Ten!" but Ivo put a hand over his mouth and muffled a scream as Dennis bit his fingers. Ivo 
tightly pulled some strands of Dennis' hair until he groaned "You fuckin son of a-" 

Clemens shot him a glare and Dennis grinned, "Nevermind." 

Finally they stood around a high bar table outside and Dennis stuffed his own mouth himself with Pizza 
Clemens and Ivo both indulged in the heavenly silence. Only thing was that the silence was broken by a wailing 
noise as Dennis finished the last bite of his Pizza "Another one!", he demanded, "And a beer!" 

"What do you think | am?", Clemens frowned, "Made of money? Go buy your own!" 

Dennis grumbled and snitched lvo's purse put of his pocket to buy himself another slice of pizza 

And a beer. 

And maybe some ice cream, 

"Just one moment, please", the chef apologized and slid another pizza inside the big oven. 

With sagging shoulders Dennis shuffled back to his band members. He pulled a Sharpie out of his pocket and 
scribbled onto the cardbox on which the pizza slice had been served. "Ik maak you dood als jij aan mijn voer 
komtll", read the sign with a evil face which he held in front of his real face. 


A light flashed and Clemens chuckled With a satisfied face he viewed the photo on the touch screen of his 
phone and nodded to himself. He firstly sent the picture to both lvo's and the random girl's phone, then posted 
in on Facebook to make sure everyone would see the real Seregor. 

Then said real Seregor excused himself to the toilet nearby - maybe it was necessary and of course it would 
make the time go by faster while waiting for his food. 

Ivo and Clemens finished their pizza in silence. 

"Your order is readyl", the chef shouted from inside the window and a wicked grin appeared on lvo's face. 
"You're not going to do this!", Clemens groaned but Ivo was already accepting the new slice of pizza, a bottle of 
beer and a real huge ice-cream cone. 

He could have known that it was the worst choice he ever made in his whole life. 

But then, the pizza was delicious. 

And so was the beer and the real big serving of ice cream. 

Just as he crunched on the cornet, Dennis appeared in front of him. 

To be more specific: a real pissed off Dennis appeared out of nowhere and glared at him. 

If looks could kill, lvo would drop dead instantly. But Dennis didn't have this super-power, so lvo continued to eat 
the last bit of the ice-cream cone and grabbed the bottle. 

"You want to take a sip?", he asked Dennis a little bit too cheeky. 

There was this certain look on his face. 

That Seregor-look. 

He could pull it off even without the corpse paint. 

When he was really pissed. 

Which he obviously was in this certain moment. 

And Ivo would have to pay for it. 

Maybe not now. 

But back inside the hotel bedroom later. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 

THIS was so much harder than | thought! | spent half the day with it, because | wanted to do it nicely. | had to 
look up so much words, but finally here is my result. It isn't even finished yet, but | will do that in chapter 
three as soon as possible! 

HK 

Previously on "Ik Maak Jou Dood”: 


There was this certain look on his face. 

That Seregor-look. 

He could pull it off even without the corpse paint. 

When he was really pissed. 

Which he obviously was in this certain moment. 

And Ivo would have to pay for it. 

Maybe not now. 

But back inside the hotel bedroom later./// 

| guess | will leave the rest of the explanation up to this chapter :D Don't judge me, | originally wanted to write 
everything in the second chapter, but it took me very long because it's the first love scene | ever wrote in 
English. So if you have any comments-good or bad-please leave a little review 3 

EK 

Oh and don't feel too sorry for Clemens for not being part of all the fun, | have some nice things in mind for 


him *___~ He just has to wait a little bit because | ship lvo € Dennis so much! 


"So | will never forgive you. Never. Ever!", Dennis stated as they stumbled inside the room they booked 
together inside tonight's hotel. 

"Pleasel", lvo squeaked like probably a million times before, "Please forgive mel” 

"You should be grateful that I'm not killing you", Dennis growled and threw his leather jacket into the corner of 
the room. He was still pissed off and Ivo would have a hard time making up for eating all of his food! 


lvo cringed a little as Dennis walked by and launched himself on the bed after only taking off his shoes and 
socks. He might be still very drunk, but not drunk enough anymore to let Ivo behave like he wanted to. He 
would just show him how insulted he really felt. 

Ivo took some time to get undressed, making a little show, but Dennis didn't even look at him. Not at the 
slightest. Or he pretended not to - at least. 

He had drawn his laptop out of the nightstand and faked interest in something on the screen Whatever it could 
be, lvo didn't care. Maybe just some horror movie and lvo thought to himself that he was way more 
interesting than any movie on Demis’ harddrive. 


He had already seen each of them for several times so he didn't believe him for a second. 


Some of them they had watched together for the first time and made out meanwhile so that Dennis had to 
watch the same movie again for he didn't get anything of the story - if there even had been a story at all 
And again lvo noticed the hungry stare of his boyfriend at his well-shaped body - even if Dennis pretended not 
to look. He knew him good enough to know that there was nothing more interesting for Dennis than lvo's bare 
skin - which he obviously was using right now to get his attention back 

Dennis had pouted long enough now. 

Ivo was getting a little impatient by the time he took off his shorts and flung himself onto the bed, next to 
Dennis. He looked at him very eagerly, but Dennis looked at the screen with a stern look on his face. Of course 
he didn't even notice that Ivo was already naked. 


"So how will you kill me?", Ivo asked softly so close to Dennis' ear that he could feel his warm breath against 


the skin 
Dennis growled silently still looking at the screen. 


"Will you eat me for | ate your food?", lvo asked with a smirk on his face. 


Dennis growled again. 


"Will you put your ehh.. Luger into my mouth?" 
Dennis growled but couldn't suppress a little wicked grin. 


lvo turned to the computer screen and saw that there was nothing on it. Dennis had not even turned on the 


computer. 


"Will you shoot me.. ehh through the head?"! 
Dennis giggled a little but soon shut himself up and shot Ivo a flaring grin. 


"No", he replied, "I will hang you high by a violin string!" 


"Argh! Don't talk dirty to me about other peoplel", Ivo snorted and shook his head, "You just ruined the mood! | 
thought it was just about us two not about anything related to my brother!" 

Dennis laughed a little and placed a little kiss on lvo's forehead He almost forgot that he originally wanted to be 
angry at him. 


Its all your fault, if | try to molest youl”, Ivo smirked. 


"| love you, but not as much as my beer, pizza and ice cream", Dennis growled. 


"So how can | make it up to you?", Ivo asked with a sultry grin. 
"You can't", Dennis said, "And that wasn't even a joke or something! As | said before, | will never ever forgive 


you for eating my food". 


"Not even if | do the puppy eyes?", Ivo blinked a little looking very innocent. 


Dennis growled with a distressed look on his face. 


"Come on, Knuffeltjel", Ivo smiled, "I will never do it again! Kom aan!" 


"Don't call me that", Dennis simply said. 
"| always will", lvo replied. 
There was silence inside the hotel bedroom for some moments. 


"So how would you make it up to me? In case | change my mind.. which will never happen, but just let's 


suppose I'll give you a second chance.. What would you be willing to do?" 


"Shall | really tell you?", Ivo asked very quietly. 
"No | am just asking for fun and you should shut the hell up!", Dennis rolled his eyes, "Don't keep me in 


suspense, just tell me". 


"| will", Ivo closed the computer with a brief movement of his hand. 

They finally looked each other in the eyes, then shared a hungry kiss. 

"Remember", Dennis mumbled against lvo's soft lips, "Just because | kiss you doesn't mean | forgive you!" 
"Alright", Ivo whispered as his mouth trailed off to Dennis’ neck, "I will remember. But | couldn't care less". 
For some time there was just shifting and turning between the sheets. Some soft snickering and muffled 
moans. Then when it stopped for a second, Ivo was still the only one of them completely naked. He didn't even 
think of undressing Dennis against his will. There was something in his mind that kept him from doing that and 
maybe it was for the better. 


Again some minutes later, lvo was stretched out on the bed and Dennis lying above him, pushing him down on 
the mattress. 

Then again there was that wicked look on his face. This time something in between a grin and a smirk, very 
twisted, very dark, but very kinky. 

That Seregor-look. He could even pull it off without the corpse paint. So now it might be the moment where 
lvo finally had to pay for pissing him off. 


"So, Namtar", Dennis used Ivo's stage name in a very dark manner. 
"Will you finally tell me what you will do to me?" 


"Maybe | can show you", Ivo smirked, "Seregor", he added in an untertone of lust. 


"Then do it", Dennis growled. It wasn't a plea It wasn't even a request. It was a command. 


